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Author's Notes: 
Hope you'll enjoy this little piecel 


You and your wife haven't exactly made a habit out of going out together - or doing anything together other 


than fuck ocassionally. 
Why you ever married is, more often than not, a mystery to you. 


Sure, you still look at her and see how good she looks. Her long, dark hair and her perfect body, but to take 
that and turn it into a marriage? 


You guess you should've thought about that before you knocked her up back in the days, and now here you 


are: a married man and a father of two. 


The thing is that you can't blame Brandi. 

You can't blame her for being smart and educated, for teaching college courses and for wanting more. Of 
course, she'd never say that to your face, but you know. You can tell when you come home way past midnight 
high on coke and senseless drunk - that's the only thing you can sense then. You can tell when the band 
doesn't have enough gigs and you had no income for a couple of months. 

You can just fell 

Still, Brandi is married to you, and still you're sitting on an uncomfertable chair next to your said wife, 
crammed into a surprisingly numerous crowd who're all facing the small stage on which, an apperently, rather 
popular college band will step onto in a matter of minutes. 

Next to your wife sit a few of her college co-workers and their husbands. 

To Brandis annoyance you haven't bothered to engage in any conversation with her friends. You don't know 
what the hell you're supposed to say and you can tell, by the way they're ocassionaly eyeing your long, messy 
black hair and unbottuned shirt, exactly what they think about you. 

Like you give a shit is what you tell yourself when you take a large swig of your beer. 


You sure as hell aren't going to drink red wine and wear a tie and once Brandi liked that about you. 


You'd lie if you said you weren't relieved when a small man appears on stage with round classes on the tip of 


his nose. 


You're relieved to not fall down into the dark hole that is the failure of your marriage. The failure of you You 


guess that's what comes with the company of your wife nowadays. 
You'd also lie if you said you weren't surprised to see a bunch of young men appear on stage in.. Leather 


pants, bare feet and bare chests. Their long, wild hair frame their faces which are all painted like warriors in 


various ways. 
A rock band? 


You look at Brandi, and though you know that she feels you looking at her for confirmation, she ignores you. 
The only thing that gives her away is the small smile that's clearly playing on her lips. 


A rock band, then. 
You're pleasantly surprised, you have to admit. 


When you move your eyes back to the stage you feel something shift inside of you. 


Just like that, whatever it is, shifts because you see him 

He looks different than the other youngsters on the stage. Different than anyone you've ever seen 

His hair is impressively blonde and it frames his face like bloody halo. 

And his face.. His face is bare, not painted like the other's. He's wearing an expression that lets the audience 
know that he's up to no good. The eyes are sparkling. The lips are plump. His skin is tan and he's stunning - it's 
as simple as that. 

He's smiling. 

You've never seen anyone smile like that. He's smiling like he fucking means it. 

You shift in your seat. It's one of those kinds of shifts one does when one gets unpleasantly aware of oneself. 
You've never.. A fucking man, a boy. 


You can't look away though. 


You can't look away from the way he sways his hips and his entire body when he starts singing. You can't look 
away from the way he grabs the microphone, the way he makes a silly face like his waiting for a kiss. 


Not even when your wife lays her hand on top of your thigh can you look away. 
How old can he possibly be? 
He's too young for you. You're too married for him. You're too bloody male for him. 


Fuck. 


You swallow and look at Brandi. She's enjoying herself and you watch her for a moment in her completely 


unaware bliss. 

Why the hell did you agree to come? 

Did you think that it was going to change things? That it was going to save your marriage? 
You realise, not for the first time, that you're pathetic and that you need to get the fuck out. 


Now. 


You're feeling claustrophobic. You're feeling like you're going to burst into flames any second, and you're not 
proud when you stand up so abruptly that you knock over the table in front of you, in front of your wife and 
her friends. 

The table hits the ground loudly, of course. Of course it does, and you feel hundreds of eyes on you. You don't 
feel like facing any of them so you remind your legs to fucking move, and you're pleased to find them carrying 
you all the way outside into the street. 

You're not sure what to do when the urgency of it all starts retreating. 

You can't leave Brandi like a fucking coward. 

You fish the pack of cigarettes out of the back pocket of your jeans. 

They'll calm you down. 

Its cold outside you notice, but the cigarettes keep you warm. They keep you content. 

One cigarette turns into three, and three turns into a long fucking time outside. 

You start getting cold. 


They must've stopped playing by now? Surely, they must've. 


You decide it's safe to go back inside to find your wife and her friends, and you're relieved that the band is no 


longer on stage and that the audience has split up. The place seems a lot more spacious now in your opinion. 
You find Brandi and the friends at another, larger table. 


They're deep into conversation when you take a seat next to your wife. She doesn't interrupt the conversation, 


but she looks at you with a frown on her face. 

You swallow. 

It was nothing." You hear yourself explain like you've commited a fucking crime. Brandi doesn't react. Maybe 
she didn't hear you. She looks sharply at you for another few seconds before she looks back over the table 


and focuses on whatever the others are saying. 


You sit awkwardly at the table for a while before you figure out an excuse to leave - just for a bit. Just to 


grab a beer. 


Brandi doesn't want one, so you head for the bar. 


The music is loud. 

People, younger people, are dancing and having a good time. 

"A beer!" You yell and luckily it's loud enough for the curly haired bartender to acknowledge you. 
"Hey, table-crasher!" 


A warm hand finds your shoulder, and you look over that shoulder, ready to snap. Ready to fucking punch the 
fucker right in the face. 


Then you see that face though and everything you ran away from earlier is coming back to you just like that. 


His forehead is sweaty, but he's smiling and he's looking intensely at you with that hand still laying on your 


shoulder. 
"Hi?" You know you sound stupid. Why are you greeting him like its a question? Fuck 
"Scotch straight up!" 


You're dumbfounded for a moment before you realise he's looking at the bartender, who's put your beer down 


in front of you. You pull a bill out of your pocket and throw it onto the bar. 
"Hope it wasn't my voice that had you running away like that, man 

You watch the boy laugh at his own humour and you feel yourself smile. 
"No.." You shake your head slightly, "I enjoyed your preformance." And you did. 
"lm glad." 

He smiles. 


The boy is looking straight into your eyes when he licks his lips, and you're embarrassed to feel it go directly 
to your fucking crotch. 


Fuck. He's coming onto you. You may be in your fucking 30's, but you know the drill. You invented it. 
"lim Vince." 


Vince says his name like it's no big deal. Like he goes around giving out his name to everyone in the whole wide 


fucking world. 


Then he holds out his hand for you to shake it, and you're thinking he's a strange guy, when you do. 
His hand is soft. Young. Yours is harsh from years and years of bass playing. 


"Nikki." You hear yourself reply, and you don't know why because you just decided that you wouldn't, that you'd 


ignore him, ignore the flirting. 
Vince puts the glass of scotch to his lips and downs it all in one damned go while he's still watching you. 
When did he get the drink? 


He puts down the class and comes closer to you. Close enough for your bodies to slightly brush against each 


other. 

Its highly inappropriate, you think. 

Your thoughts drifts breifly to your wife who's sitting at that table in the other end of this awful place. 
However, those thoughts are brief because the next thing your brain picks up on is the hand pressing against 


your crotch. 


Vince smirks with mischeif in his eyes, "I knew you'd find me pretty." He doesn’t say it very loudly, but it's 
loud enough for you to hear and for your heart to noticably start beating. 


You watch the boy lick his lips again and it's fucking erotic 


Then he pulls himself away from you, just like that, like it's an easy thing for him to do and you guess that it 
is, so you don't understand why you don't feel that way about it. 


You watch him turn his back to you and head staright for the men's room 
He makes sure to turn his head and give you a look before he enters 

You hesitate 

Fuck, how you hesitate 


You shouldn't, you know that. You know that you have a family, a life, that'll be ruined if you do this. You know 


that you're not supposed to let urges control your life, you've been over this with your therapist. 
You know that you know better when you open the door and get hit by a wall smelling like piss. 


Christ, Nkki 


Vince stands there. He's been waiting for you and he smiles again, more softly this time. 
You can't find it in yourself to smile back. 
The guilt is heavy in your chest when you walk into one of the tiny stalls and the blonde boy follows you. 


You watch him lock the door and you can't help but think that you wish that you weren't going to do this to 


him. 
You wish you could crash your lips against his in another setting, one that doesn't stink. 


Of course you're aware that he's up to this. He started it for God's sake, but you'll be the one who ends it. 
You know that. 


Vince tastes like booze and cigarettes, and you know that you taste the same way to him. 


His lips are soft and inviting. They're alive and for the first time in a long time you feel someone desire your 


kisses. The acknowledgement of this sends chocks of pleasure through your body down into your crotch. 

You notice your hardening cock press against the fabric of your black jeans. 

Vince seems to pick up on this because he pulls away from your lips, you'd be damned if you ever admit that 
you hate that he does, but then he gives you another one of those naughty looks as if he knows all your 
darkest secrets. 

Fuck. You think he's beautiful, and you kiss him when you feel him fumble with the zipper in your jeans. 

As fast as his lips are back on yours, they're gone again to lay kisses on your jaw and down your neck before 
he kneels down in front of you and you almost black out when you feel his warm, wet mouth swallow your 
length. 


Vince, you learn, gives great head. 


He gives you the best damn head you've ever had, and shit you're so 


tucked . 

You find your hand in his blonde, soft hair grabbing onto it harshly when you look down For a second you think 
you're going to cum right then and there, like a fucking virgin, when you see his lips move up and down on 
your cock 


He looks like a living and breathing sin. You decide that that's exactly what he is. Your sin 


You hear yourself let out an airy moan which is followed by a fuck, and you're embarrassed, but it has the 


boy on your cock looking up at you. When your eyes meet you feel a rush of unpleasantness, of awkwardness. 


You think Vince feels it too or else he's just fast at closing his eyes again and bob his head a few more times. 


You watch him let go of your pulsing cock and you watch him get up to face you. You watch his plump, shiny 
lips and you feel him kiss you. 


He opens his mouth slightly to invite your tongue inside and you don't hesitate to follow his lead. You even take 
initiative to open his white leather pants and shove your hand into them to find his hard cock well hidden 
inside. 

You realise that this is a first time for you, though you can't quite tell if its a first time for Vince too. 

The boy breathes out low moans and you swallow them with your kisses. 


God, you almost can't handle how lovely this boy is. So responsive, so submissive and so into you 


You want him. You want him right now, and you can have him. You just got to take him, so you hear yourself 


tell him to turn around. 


In that moment you feel him go stiff. You catch up on the hesitation and the look of insecurity in his eyes 
when you open yours to look at him. So, he hasn't done that before. 


You don't know why you feel the need to bring your hand to his face and caress his flushed cheek, but you do 
apperently. 


"If you wanna" You feel silly for whispering, but the intimacy suits the situation you decide. 
Vince nods and that's your green light. 

You don't break eye contact when you fumble to pull his pants down and off of him. 

You keep looking at each other when you grab his thighs and lift him up onto your hips. 


You press him against the side of the stall to keep steady while your fingers on one hand dig into the flesh of 
his tan thigh, and the other hand reach for his sinful mouth and slide a couple of fingers inside the wet heat. 


Vince sucks on your fingers like he sucked on you cock: with intend 
You can feel your cock leak by the mere sight. 


He opens his eyes to look back into yours and that's when he swirls his soft tongue around your fingers and 


you almost can't bare how lovely you think he is. 


You surprise the both of you when you pull your fingers out of his mouth because the urge to just kiss him 


is too great. 
When you crash your lips together the boy seems content. 


The kiss is anything but a kiss by the book. It's messy and loud and it makes you feel alive as you reach 
between your bodies to have your moist fingers find the boy's tight hole. 


He groans into your mouth when you start rubbing a finger against the thightness you find. 


Brandi has never let you do thé to her, so it's been half a lifetime since you've done anything anal on the 


sheets and your faint memory of that one time doesn't help you out much. 

You almost feel like your nervousness and lack of experience is a declaration of resignation. However, you know 
that you got to get out of your own fucking head if you don't want to fuck this up and fall into a black hole, 
so you decide that you just got to try and that you'll let Vince and his reactions guide you. 

On that note you slowly, ever so slowly, press the finger pass the thight ring of muscles and into the heat. 
Shit, the boy is thight. 


You look at his face and see a scrowl there. His eyes are shut. 


You kiss his cheek, his nose and then his lips before you start rubbing your finger around. You do know to 


actually rub because you once read about it somewhere. You know that he has a special spot somewhere. 


You're not proud that you struggle to find that spot for a while. Its pretty clear that Vince is uncomfertable 
and you're almost ready to call the whole thing off when it finally happens. 


The boy jerks forward into your body and moans It makes you feel like you've just discovered fucking life 


elsewhere in the universe. 
Of course all intentions you've ever had of stopping disappear just like that. 


You keep rubbing your finger exactly that way, on exactly that spot, and you're pleasantly surprised by how 
fast the beauty on your hips comes apart. 


You can't bring yourself to care that men who go for a piss can hear exactly what's going on if they listen 


closely. You can't bring yourself to mind the soft moans and curses that leaves Vince's pretty lips. 


You feel fucking proud of yourself and out-of-this-world-horny when you add a second finger. You feel the 
boy stiffen again, but this time you know exactly what to do to help him let go, so you do just that. 


You continue like this for another while until you're certain that you're going to explode from lust and desire, 


and that's when you decide it's time you take Vince and make him yours. Yours for a while. 


"You ready?" You hear yourself murmur against the wet lips and you're beyond relieved when the answer you 


get is yeah 

You make it your mission to slowly pull out your fingers, and then, as quickly as possible, spit in your hand to 
reach down and slik up your hungry cock to the best of your ability, before you position yourself and gently 
push into the boy. 

You feel his warm palm grab onto your neck harshly when he hisses and lean his whole weight forward against 
your body. You almost loose balance and find yourself stumble a few steps back before you regain your 


balance and are able to press Vince back up against the metal stall. 


You can't see his face when its hidden in your neck like that, but you can smell his blonde hair and lay kisses 


on the side of his neck to try to relax him. 


You're all the way inside now and you have to control yourself a great deal to not just start slaming into that 


thight heat. You're physically aching to find some release. 


"Hey." you say trying to get the boy's attention. He doesn't react and you slide a hand into his hair to get him 


to look at you and you succeed. 


"Hey," you say again, "you gotta relax." You're looking into his dark eyes and What you see there is telling you 
that you got to be crazy. 


"Relax." You say and squeeze his thigh as if it'll help you get your point across. 
"Fucking hurts" \lince hisses with his face back in your neck. 


You continue to caress his pretty hair and after a while you decide it's best to just get on with it. You can't 
stay inside the boy's ass all night - not even if you want to. Fuck, how you want to. 


That's how you start to slowly and gently thrust into the boy. 

You hear him a strangled noise leave his lips just seconds before you feel his teeth bite into your neck while 
his fingers are digging into your shoulder blades, but you can only really feel the shocks of hot, white pleasure 
that start in your cock and shoot through your whole damned body. 


Its obvious that you won't last long. You won't last long at all. 


Determinded to make sure Vince isn't going to remember this as an one-sided experience, you once again reach 


between your bodies. This time to grab his cock and jerk him off exactly how you like to get yourself off. 


You're pleased to hear him respond to your touches with moans that let you know exactly how much he likes 


it. 
Vince starts loosening up and his lips are now back on yours. 


The kisses are messy again and open-mouthed as you both breathe heavily and moan into each other's 


mouths. 


You've picked up the pace and are now fucking into the blonde boy, with both of yours hands grabbing his ass 
firmly, like there's nothing else you'd rather fucking do - and there really isn't. 


You feel your own climax getting closer and closer. The way Vince throws his head back and grabs onto you, 


lets you know that you're not the only one who's close. 

You thighten your grib around his cock. 

"You like this, don't ya?" You hear yourself hiss as you slam into the boy. 

"Fuck. You like getting fucked like this.. By a grown man - shit - in a nasty fucking restroom." 

Vince's eyes are glassy when they meet yours. 

"Yes. Fuck | - yes Fuck me. Please just fucking fuck me" 

‘Oh shit - Gonna watch you fucking cum" 

And just like that, as if on command, Vince lets out the hottest fucking moan you've ever heard and jerk 
almost violently as you feel his sperm cover your hand. You don't fucking care just yet where else it ends up 
on you, because you thrust aggressively into the boy a few more times before you feel everything explode in 


white, hot pleasure and your release feels so, so sweet. 


It takes longer for you than usual to ride out your orgasm, and you let your eyes stay shut in the soft 


blonde hair for even longer. 


The rise and fall of Vince's chest is steady against your own. He hasn't said anything yet or even moved as 


much as a single muscle, but neither have you. 


It's not until you remember who's most likely waiting for you on the other side of those doors, that you begin 


to collect yourself and pull out of the boy. 


After you take a few steps back you can hardly bring yourself to look at him. 


Why the fuck did you have to go and do that? 

Why can't you just be happy with what you got? It's already a hell of a lot more than you deserve. 

You watch Vince bend over to pick up his white pants from the dirty floor. You can tell that some of your 
sperm has leaked and that it's now stuck and sticky in the hair on his upper thigh. Christ, what that sight does 
To you.. 

However, you get caught looking when he stands back up, and you probably look as silly as you feel. 

He gives you a hesitant smile, and you return it - out of kindness, you tell yourself. 

"Ht was - | liked it" 


His voice is almost nonexcisting and the stall seems to close in around you. 


"Yeah." you hesitate, "was nice." And it's true, but your voice doesn’t reflect what it is that you're really 
thinking - feeling 


You get dressed in silence and what breaks it when you're both fully dressed is the way Vince clears his 


throat. 
"Maybe | can have your number?" 

Shit Why'd he have to ask that? 

"|. That's not a good idea" 

However, you bloody wish you could just give him your fucking number. You want to give him all the phone 
rumbers in the world that somehow leads to you, and have him call you so you can see him again. Have him 


again. 


You can't bare how beautiful he is standing like that in front of you; blonde hair messy and falling down into 
his eyes, lips swollen and tan cheeks flushed. 


"| see." he traills off when he looks away from you and to his feet. 
He shifts. 


"lll just.. Go.. Back outside." You point to the door right behind your back. 


Fuck, what a complete idiot you are. 


Its physically unpleasant for you to tell the boy, who's not looking at you, to wait a few minutes to go back 
out there. 


You tell yourself that you do what you have to do. That you do the only sane thing there is to do when 


you've cheated on your wife. 

You leave the restroom without looking back. 

The place is still buzzing with music, voices and laughter. 

You head directly for the table at which Brandi and her friends are still seated. 

This time your wife doesn't let your absence slide that easily. 

"Where've you been?" She's not happy you know that much. 

"The bar, then the restroom. I'm not feeling well" You try to shrug like it comes to you naturally, 
"For that long?" 


"Yeah, for that long." Getting defensive is hardly the best move on your part, but you don't want her to cause 
a fucking scene, and quite frankly, you just don't want to be bothered. 


You want to be left alone. 


You want to drift back into what happened in the stall. You want to think and to fee/ 


You're lucky that Brandis friends are all still sitting around the table and so your wife lets it go - for now, of 


course. 


For how long you sit at that table quietly watching Brandi interact with her friends, you don't know, but you're 
pretty damn sure that it's for an enternity. 


Once in a while you get up to get yourself another beer and to gaze at the dancefloor and the tables you 


pass, but he's nowhere to be seen 


"Don't you think you've had enough, honey?" Brandi says sweetily because the others are witnesing your 
interaction this time. You swallow, and then you decide to ignore her instead of the alternative that is you 


saying something she doesn't want them to hear. 


You're glad to hear one of the husbands at the table call out for someone who's walking by that distracts the 


others, and you keep stern eye contact with your wife for a moment longer. 


When you look up you wish you'd kept looking at Brandi. 
"Everybody, meet our son Vincent. A pretty talented singer, wouldn't you say?" 


For a moment you're hoping with every goddamn fiber in your body that Vincent isn't going to greet everyone 
of his parents’ friends around the fucking table, but of course he's been raised better than that, so he does. 


He does so with a friendly smile on his lips. 
".. And Brandi, Mrs Brandt, you know, of course, and this is her husband Nikki." 
Then the smile fades - completely. 


The boy stares at the two of you like you're both growing an extra fucking head. You're pretty sure that 


you're staring back at him just as obscenely. 
You don't know for how long you're staring at each other. 
You feel Brandi shift next to you. 


"Are you alright, Vincent?" You can tell that she's concerned, she's not just pretending, and that seems to have 
Vince snap out of it. 


A grimace appears on his face, one you think is supposed to be a smile, and then he nods. 
"Sure, Mrs Brandt" The smile on the boy's face is more fake than the long red nails on your wife's hands. 
"Was just about to head out with some friends." Vince looks at you while saying that but then turn to look at 


his parents. 


They tell him to take care of himself like all decent parents would do, and you're pretty sure by the way your 


chest hurts that you feel upset watching him leave; on his own, no friends in sight. 


At this point in time you're not aware that you won't be able to get the beautiful boy out of your goddamn 
head. 


After a few months of trying to forget you're going to give up, and you're going to go to your wife's work 
place under the pretence that you're there to see her. You're going to wait around the place for longer than 


you thought possible with that patience of yours, and you're going to talk to Vince. 


He won't be happy to see you. He'll even call you nasty things, which you'll guess you deserve, but you'll end 
up in some deserted room at the college anyhow, and you're going to have him again. 


And again. 


And.. 


